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Beatrlx Randoiph.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE

by Awrerican Press Association.]
1COXTINTED.1
SYNOPSIS.

Ix Craprer 1 Gen Inigo, & prominent im-
presario, confides to Hamilton Jocelyn, & man
about town, that Marana, a Russian prima
donna, engaged at enormous expsnse to opea
his new opera house in New York, has cabled
that she cannot keep her contract. Jocelyn
off*re to find an acceptable substitnte at once.

Caaeter 2 introduces to the reader Beatrix
Randolph, a tboroughly trained amateur,
possessing a remarkable voice and struggling
under financial and social reverses. She lives
with her widowed father on beavily incum-
bered estates np the Hudson.

CHaPTEE 3 brings Gen. Inigo and Jocelyn,
who igan old acquaintance of the Randolphs,
to their retired bomestead, and Beatrix isen-
gaged at a large salary to impersonate Ma-
rana, nsing the Russian’s name.

Ix CuarTEr 4 Mr. Geoffrey Bellingbam, &
rising young architect, who is superintending
work on the new opera house, suggests some
changes to Gen. Inigo and winsa high com-
pliment.

Ix CuapTER 5 Joeelyn, acting as a friend of
all cancerned, arranges temporary quarters
for Beatrix in New York and seccres a
chaperon for ber, inadvertently showing him-
self to be a man of shady antecedents, living
by his wits. 3

CeapTer 6 brings the heroine, in the
assumed chuiacter of Marana, before New
Yory society. She meets Geoffrey Belling-
ham at a dinoer given in her honor by & rich
patron of the muses.

Ix CmaprER 7 the new diva finds herself
among friends, enemies and lovers, and
safferers annoyances common to novices and

Cﬁrsﬂ?ﬁt 1890,

-peculiar to the operatic stage. Jocelyn and

Inigo quarrel and the former is accused of
haviog a mercenary interest in Beatrix.

Ix CaapteR 8 the new Marana appears io
ber first performance and i3 “‘crowned queen
of New York for the sake of two or three
hours’ sweet singing.”” In the midst of the
triumphs her thoaghts are on Bellingham,
with whom she shares her happiness. On her
part, bowever, this happiness is not without
alloy becanse of the deception she is practicing
before him. Her father now arrives in New
York.

Is CmiptRr 9 Geoffrey Bellingham meets
Mr. Randolph in asocial way and has some
suspicions aroused. He afierward witnesses
familiarities” between futher and dapghbter,
which, of course, he cannot understand, and
secka explanation from the diva. These she
declines to make. Afterward Bellingham
gees Beatrix embrace her father as she leaves
ber carriage at the stage door. 2

CrapTER 19—Overhorne with chagrin and
jealousy Bellingham sails for Europe, where
he meets Edward Randolph, the spendthrift
brother of Beatrix and author of her father’s
financial distress, escorting the real Marana oo
1 tour of pastime. The newsfrom America
has gtirred the wrath of the pleasure loving
pair, and young Randolph denounces Inigo
and his spurious Marana, threatening exposure
and prosecntion. Bellingham advises him to
retarn to New York and look after bis futher,
taking Marana with him.

Crarrse 11—Jocelyn, finding his rival,
Bellingham, out of the way becomes bold and
forces his attentions upon Beatrix .Ia the end
she dismisses bim from her presence.

CHapTER 12 brings Bellingham back to
New York, and slso brings vounz Randolpb
and the real Marana. Bellingham o e tsfather
and son together, and has reason to suspect
the identity of Inigo’s diva.

Ix CrarTeER 13 Marana asserts her love for
Edward Randolph and her power over him.
and declares her purpose to force reparation
£ om Beatrix.

CHAPTER XIV.
HOW TEEY WERE LOST IN THE STORM.

WY e G
*So you have returncd, M. Bellingham?”

From the Albemarle to Wallie's house
was not a long distance, but it had be-
gun to snow, and the keen northerly
wind drove the flakes straight into the
faces of the pedestrians and afforded
Wallie a2 good excuse for keeping his
mounth shut, or opening it onty for mono-
syllabic answers to the guestions which
Ed from time to time addressed to him.
With all his pains he had undoubtedly
bungled the interview with the Russian
star—just at the juncture, foo, when he
was beginning to entertain the best
hopes of success. How swiftly and ef-
fectively she had turmed the tables upon
bhim! What terrible versatility and self
command sie had! With what a wicked
roguishness bad she fired that parting
taunt at him about his motive in es-
pousing her rival's canse! “Af any rate
Im glad Ilet her bhave the last word!™
said Wallie to himself; buf that was
somewhat cold comfor .

He left Ed in the drawing room and
went to find Mrs. Cadwalader and
Beatrix. He sent the latter to her
brother and remained in conference with
the former.

Beatrix came softly into the drawing
room and saw Edward standing near the
farther end of it with his back toward
her. She paused, and remained motion-
less, gazing at him. Her heart went out
toward him, and yet she shrank from
him. She wished tobe in full sympathy
with him, but Marana scemed to stand
between them. For when she had
learned from Geoffrey’s letter to Wallie
that Marana was Ed’s companion she
had been forced to the conclusion that
the relation between them must be an
unlawful one, and the circumstance that
Marana, rather than any other woiaan,
should be the person holding this posi-
tion had affected her with a peculiar
borror. There seemed to be sometking
wantonly repugnant in it. She might
have prevented herself from definitely
realizing the fact had a stranger to her-
self been involved; but Marana!—she
had lized under her name and occupied
her place so long 2s to make her feel
thot she was in some way personally
mixed up in the catastrophe.

In a few moments Ed turned rouand
and saw bis sister.

The personal magnetism of eye to eye
with those who are really dear to euch
other overcomes, for the time being, all
scruples and recoilings. When, there-
fore, her brother gave a glad start, and
stepped toward Beatrix with an inarticu-
laté exclamation of affection, she forgot
everything except that he was her
brother, with whom she had spent her
childhood. who had cut his imitials on
the banister of the old sfaircase, whose

——

whose side she had riaden, and in whose
company she had ransacked the woods;
sha found herself with her arms round
his neck, kissing him, smiling with wet
cheeks, and murmuring: **Dear Ed! dear,
darling boy! Oh, Iam so glad to bave
you again!”

“How well you are looking, sis!” he
said at length, taking her by the elbows
and looking at her. She was, indeed,
beautifully dressed, and her face was
rosy with the emotion of the moment,
and, passion aside, he cared mors for her
than for any one else, but he had not
the eyes to discern the traces of fatigue
and anxiety on her face; it takes a lover
to do that. When a man looks at his sis-
ter he thinks of the »ast; when he looks

at his mistress he thinks of the present
and the future.

s y, but you're a great swell now,
aren’t you?” Ed continued langhingly.
His temperament varied guickly, and
without any moral reason, between ex
tremes of depression and jovishty. *i
had no idea my Iittle sis was going to
come out on the topof the heap thisway
I always said nobody could beat you
singing, though, and nobody can, though
Vera is perfect in her way, t00.”

«Vera?” she repeated, glancing up
quickly.

«That's her name—Vera Marana. Ah,
my dear, I've got a heap to tell you about
her! By the way,” he said, lzughing,
“people hexe, I suppose, think you know
more about Marana than any one else.
Well, you do look a little like her—
that’s what first made me look at ber.
But I want you to know her; I'm certain
you'd take to each other. She'sthe dear-
est woman in the worlc, and as gener-
ous and good as she is lovely.”

“Good?” repeated Besatrix, whose face
during this speech had run through a
gamut of expressions and now rested in
bewilderment.

“Good! I should think so. Do you
imagine I'd want you to krow her if she
wasn't everything a lady should be, and
s great deal more? Yom ought to have
heard the way I sailed into poor old dad
just now for calling her names. I guess
he won’t do if again!”

Beatrix clapped her hands together un-
der her chin with a cry of almost hys-
teric joy, and instantly embraced her
brother again with all the added
ardor that can be given to affection by

.| remorse. She had wickedly wronged

him by allowing herself tc imagine, even
for 2 moment, thathe or anybody con-
nected with him could ever be anything
but patterns of honesty and virtue. For
fear of msking bad worse she forbore
to explain to him the cause of her sud-
den demonstrativeness; he should be
made ecnscious of her repentance only
by the tenderness and observance which
she would lavish upor him. The thought
came into her mind also that, by her
love for her brother, she could In some
degree compensate herself for the loss of
her other love—for she told herself that
it was lost, and had been repeating the
statement with tenfold diligence ever
since learning “tha: Geoffrey had re-
turned to New York

Ed, who was never particularly ob-
servant of the feelings of others, except
when his own feelings were bound up in
thern, passed over all this little tumult
of emotion without any suspicions, and,
in response to his sister’'s eagerly ex-
pressed interest in the subject, talked
abont himself and his affairs to the
heart’s content of Loth speaker and lis-

‘tener. He ro longer felt the humiliation

and helplessness of his position so keenly
as an hour ago. The companionship of
this sister, whom he had so recklessly
impoverished, and to whose energy and
zenius he was under such weighly obli-
rations, insensibly began to put him in
better humor with himself and his pros-
pects. Itis not difficult to take a reas-
suring view of our conduct wher our
natural bias thereto is stimulated by the
sympathy of one who emphasizes the
significance of all the favorable fuatures
and brushes out of sight all the ungainly
ones.

Ed gave his sister a picturesque and
stirring account of his first meeting with
Maranz, their inutoal captivation, what
she had said, what ke had answered,
what she bhad answered, and what he
had seid. He made it appear plainly
that his spending a hundred thousand
dallars was & proceeding rather meritori-
ous and self-sacrificing than otherwise,
inasmuch as it would have been un-
worthy a Randolph not to make a splen-
did 2ppearance in the eyes of the woman
he loved, and amidst suchrivals as those
with whom he had to contend: and.
moreover (as he truly observed), he him-
self was the worst off of any of the fam-
ily when the money was gone. *‘And
of course,” he added, *‘I had no idea at
what a rate I was going it; I declare, sis,
I never was more floored than when dad
wrote me that we were ‘Tuined by my
criminal extravagance,” as he put it
Besides. we shouldn't have been ruined
at all if ke hadn't gone blundering down
into Wall street. That’s the way the
money went, after all, and I can’t help
suspecting the eld gentlean is as much
to blame as [ am.”

“Well, dear, that’s all right now; and
I'm glad the money was gone, since it
zave mea chance to help. But, Ob. Ed!
do you think Mlle. Marana minds much?
She can’t think worse of e for doing it
—in that way, I mean—than I do of my-
salf: but what should we have donc,
yon see, if I hadn't done it

“I don’t blame you a bit, sis—remem-
ber that™ her brother replied. “I'm
proud of you; there’s not another girl in
the country who could succeed as you
have. And it's a zreat deal pleasanter
for me to come home and fiad the bills
paid than if P'd found you all living in
the poorhouse—which was what | ex-
pected. All I'm sorry for is—however,”
he broke off magnanimously, that can’t
be helped. It's only my luck!”

“Dearest boy! do tell me everything!™

Ed heaved a sigh. The sensc of his
misfortunes, dispelied for a timne by the
apimation of his self vindication and
anecdotes, now returned npon him. “I'm

the most unlucky devil alive, and there's |

no use talking about it.” he declared
despatringly.

“Oh, Ed! if you can be married what
greater happiness could there be?” said
his sister, with a sappressed sigh for her
own unimportant iisery.

“Exactly! but we can’t.”

“Oh, you can!  Who says not? Don’'t
ever let anything prevent yoa!™ Beatrix
exclaimed with great energy. There is
sometimes a bitter consolation in nrging
upon others condnet which we would
fain cmbrace oarselves, “If you love a
person everything is right and wise, ex-
cept to let yourself be parted from them.
But that is almost wicked!”

“What must be must!” respeaded Ed
in a still more bopeless tone, but not
without a secret hope that some mcthod

Beatrix paused, thinking intently, and
with increasing agitation.

5 slieve :now what you mean.” | > =
Sl e L sCeyon i constancy and concenfration of purpose. |

|
|

[ to insure her hearing him, while he was

i ised to escape the inevitable. ! . e B ’
mirht be devised to escape the ine € | iy danger of missing or wisinterpreting

she said at last, with a deep undertone !
of sad affection in her voice. **You think
white roses she had worn on her bosom | you ought not to marry her because I .
until within the last few months, by 'am your sister—that is, because I have

can't deny i, dear. You would sacrifice
all your happiness <o as not to seem 0
take her parf against me. I might have
known that if conld be nothing less no-
ble than that; but it shall nof be—yon
must not dreamof it! When she knows
how sorry I am—and she shall Enow--
everybody shall know it! IIl tell you
how it shall be,” she continued, spring-
ing up from the sofa on which they were
sitting tozether, and pacing up and
down, passing the fingers of one hand at
intervals over her forehead and hair. Af
length she stopped in front of him.

“To-morrow evening is my last per-
formance,” she said. *‘After it is over 1
will ask Gen. Inigo to tell the audience,
or perhaps it would be better if I went
out and told them myself, all the whole
story, bow I came to take her place, and
wko I really am, and all! After that she
will forgive me; I'll make her forgive
me for your sake; and then, Ed, dear,”
she concluded with a misty smile and a
tremor of the lip, *you nced not be
afraid to make her my mster!”

“It’s splendid of you to think of such
a thing, dear little sis!" exclaimed her
brother, drawing her down to him and
kissing her. “But it would never do to
go to work in that way; in the first place
it might knock all your popularity on the
head. The public doesn't understand
generous and elevated oconduct as I do.”

«Nomatter if they dom’t understand
it. I have already made up my mind to
one thing, I shall never sing on the stage
after to-morrow.”

*“What a notion! See if you don't.”

*No, indeed. Ihad decided on that
before—before I knew anything about
your affairs, you dear boy! The debts
are paid, and papa and I can live in the
old house again, and that is all I ever
meant to do. Being on the stage i3 not
pleasant in some ways, and besides—
well, at any rate I'm determined, and
when I am determined [ never change;
and I will tell the andience so to-morrow
night.”

“No, no! I tell you,” cried Ed, becom-
ing lively again, “if singing won't do
for you on the stage speechifying's out
of the question. You'd be like these
women’s rights geese. There’s no neces-
sity for it, cither. If Vera knew that
you wouldn't feel hurt 2t my marrying
her 1 dare say shed come round all
right. The only difficulty then wounld
be that I should seem to be, in a certain
way, dependent on her. Butl have been
thinking the last few days that P'd go
into some profession—engineering, or
architecture, or something of that kind—
and then I guess I could be making
money enough in a year or two to take
the edge off the thing. I'm not a fool,
sis, though maybe I have acted rafher
like one.”

“You are the dearest and best brother
in the world,” said Beatrix, with the
gentleness of profound conviction: and
on the heels of this moderate statemeont
Wallie Dinsmore came into the room
and invited Edward to sit down to a
cold lunch with him. *The ladies would
not wait for ms,” he cbserved, “and it
would be foolhardy for us to wait for
dinner. Of course Miss Randolph and
Mrs. Dinsmore, will pour out our beer
for us.”

Edward assented; but Beatrix, aftera
moment’s hesitation, excused herself on
some feminine plea, and, refusing any
escort or offer of a carriage, set out on
foot toward her home, as she had accus-
tomed herself to call it. The evening
was now at hand. though it lacked
something of 4 o'clock. The sidewalks
were covered with a drifting layer of
whits. 2nd the flakes still swirled and
dangled downward from the obscure
blankness overbead. As Beatrix, walk-
ing briskly, approached Madison square
the frigid glare of the electric lamp,
from the summit of its immense mast,
marked itself out on the storm like a
gigantic tent of light. .

Warmly wrapped in her fur lined
cloak Beatrix did not mind the snow
and wind; they gave her a kind of pleas-
ure; she felt strengthened and heart-
ened by tue robust pungency of the at-
mesphere. It reminded her of her win-
ters in-the old place far up the Hudson
—the days of frozen forests and gigantic
snowbalis, and the long icicles hanging
from the eaves on the southwest corner.
Well, her work was ull but done, and
she might bezin that life again as soon
as she pleased. Baut conid that life ever
begin again for her? After all the cvents
and experiences of this season could she,
in a moment, become Beatrix Randolph
once more? Had not the name of Ma-
rana carried some spell with it, whose
effects wonld never leave her? Asshe
specalated thus, and her heart began to
sink again. she turned the cornmer of
Fifth avenue and came into collision
with a gentleman who was proceeding.
swiftly in the opposite direction. :

Her head was bent, ber veil was over
her eyes, the air was full of snow and
the confusing dazzle of street lights; it
was impossible that she should kmow
who this man was, and yet she did know
at once, and she even fancied that she
had anticipated the meeting a moment
before it occurred. And, first, a great
wave of joy seemed to swell and maur-
mur in her heart, and then she called to
mind all manner of unwelcome and
crippling considerations, and drew her-
self together in a defensive attitude.
Physically she stopped, breathing quick-
ly, and removing one hand from ber
muff to keep down her veil. She
thought he would perhaps not reco¥nize
her. DBut a man can recognize the
woman he loves by a glimpse of the
movement of her shoulder far off in a
crowd—nay, by the toss of the feather
in her hat. The magic of luve consists
mainly in its stimulating us to use our
senses; and then we are surprised to dis-
cover what a marvelous capacity and
keenncss those senses have. The heaven-
ly inteiligence of angels can only be the
result of the depth and ardor of their
power to love.

“Mademoiselle”—he began, and stop-
ped, for he had never cailed her by her
real name, and though he knew now
what it was it had no personal associa-
tion with her in his mind. I was go-
ing to find you,"” he continaed.

I was not lost. So you have returned,
Mr. Bellingham?”

~Imust speak to you,
dolph!”

“Is it nccessary on this corner? A
singer muust be careful of hor throat,
vou know.”

“Take m:iy arm.
you.”

*Thank vou: [ am doing very well.”

She walkzed on and Lie wallkied beside
her. The facilities for converssiion
were cortainly not good, even had the
readiness Leen there.  He was six or
scven inches taller than she, and he was
oblized to stoop and speak Joad in order

Miss Ran-

I'il geta hack for

the muiided murmar of her replies. Bat
there wars in Dellingham a great deal of |

“] doa’t expect yom to forgive me,”

he said. **Only understand that I can !
never {orgive myself. BSach a Liander

who felt toward you asidid. IfI had |
been worth your caring for I shozld not
have made it."”

“It was natural; you eould wot have
done anything else; I do mot blame
you,” said Beatrix through her veil
Geoffrey did not wholly catch her words;
he mnderstood her to say that sauch a
mistake was only to be expected of him,
and his face fell. She perceived the
change in him, and faltered out, *I
mean that I do forgive you!” Butf a
Fifth avenue stage, rattling by just then,
drowned this sentence altogether.

*] don’t mean to persecute youn,” he
remarked, speaking in a monotonous
tone, as they walked onward side by side.
I didn’t return from Europe for that; 1
merely wanted you to know. Iused to
think that, whatever happened, I could
always think and act like a man who
believed in goodness and—purity. Baut
I failed 2t the important moment, and
you may be right—it was only naturalin
me. Foralong time—many years—be-
Zore I met you I had nothing to do with
women, and thought as little as possible
about them. You seemed to me, when
[ first saw you, everything that I most
wanted, and, at the same time, every-
shing that I most disliked. It was the
vontradiction between what I felt you
were and what I thought you were
That began with our first evening and
went on cxaggerating itself until the
end. That's mystory, Miss Randolph
Afterall it's only a long way of saying, ‘1
made a mistake and beg your pardon.’”

Beatrix heard all this, and the more
she heard the more tormented she felt
and the faster she tried to walk; but the
sidewalks were slippery., and at last in
crossing the street her foot slipped, and
she would have fallen if Geoffrey had
not caught her arm. She stopped, press-
ing her hands, which were clasped in-
side her muff, against her heart, and
glancing this way wnd that, like a bird
that knows not which way to fly. She
was in just such a half frantic, half
hopeless mood as offen prompts women
to acts which appear—and perhapsreally
are—insane. Sheknew that on the pass-
ing moment depended probably the fail-
ure or success, the happiness or misery,
of her wholefnturelife. She knew that
everything was going topsy-turvy, ab-
surdly and gratuitously wronz. And
she felt paralyzed—wholly unable to ut-
ter a word to set everything right. A
word would have done if. What pre-
vented her? Ir part, perhaps, the very
urgency of her desire, which tripped up
its performance.

But what appeared to be the real ob-
stacles were utterly trivial material acci-
dents, such as being in the open sireet,
being buffeted by the wind, being ob-
structed by her veil, being unable to see
the expression of Bellingham's face, be-
cause it was in shadow. The more des-
picably small the hindrances were, 2and
the more out of proportion with the
thinz thevy were hindering, the less
could Beatrix prevail against thema. So
it often seems to be in this world; it is
not only that the mountain in labor
brings forth & mouse, but that a mouse
prevents the bringing forth of a mount-
ain.

Bellingham also was wreichedly aware
that he had ruined whatever little chance
he may have had; that he had spoken
boldly and perfunctorily, with a frozen
tongue, although his heart was on fire.
He could not help it; he conld have died
for her on the spot, but he could not put
into his voice or face as much life as
would have kept a gnat in motion. It
was all over.

“Will you stop this stage for me.
please?” Beatrix had said as another of
those gorgeous vehicles came swinging
and lumbering along.

“With pleasure!” Bellingham replied,
not ironically, but mechanically. The
stage pulled up; he handed all he loved
in the world up the step; he saw her fall
into a seat, and then, with o jerkand a
hoof clatter, stage and all disappeared
in the gloom and snow. Bellingbam re-
mained for a few momentsin the middle
of the rozd like a policeman ftill, recol-
lecting himself, he saw before him the
hospitable entrance of Delmonico’s, and
went in there,

CHAPTER XYV.
THE GREEAT MARAXA.

The next night was the last of the
opers season, and the prima donna who
had attained such unexampled popular-
ity with the New York pablic was to
bid them farewell in the same charac-
ter in which she had iade their sc-
guaintance—the Gretchen of “Faust.”
She had intended to spend the day as
much as possible in solitude; she wished
to think—to work into her mind and ar-
range the throng of ideas that were
crowding one another there; to review
what was past, to contemplate what
might be to come. But it all turned
out differently. She was allowed no re-
pose from morning till night.

There was a multitude of petty mat-
ters to attend to, many people to see:
at another time much of this might
have seemed to ker of no little impor-
tance; but now all passed before her like
a troublesome dream, and when night
came she could not have given a clear
account of anything that had happened.
There had been an unexpected and pain-
ful scene with Madame Bemax, who had
fallen into a sort of frenzy, and grasped
the skirts of Beatrix’s dress, and poured
forth a lonz and reveltinz story abont
the wrongs she had endured from Hamil-
ton Jocelyn; had ended by calling her-
self a wretch, and declaring that unless
Beatrix pardored her she would kill her-
self.

Beatrix pardoned ber immediately,
with only a confused understanding of
what she was pardoning her for; but she
could see that the woman was in great
distress of mind, and that was some-
thing she could sympathize with. She
had scen Ed and her father and Wallie
Dinsmore; there had been a great deal
of discussion and some disputing, end-
ing apparently in a sort of conditional
reconciliation: but she had been unable
to keep her attention fixed on the sub-
ject long enough at a time to compre-
hend the bearings of it. She had also
seen Inigo, who was in an agitated frame |
of mind, jumping up from his chair and
sitting down again twenty times, asking
questions which he tried te answer him-
self, talking abont his reputation, about
his fidelity to his contracts, about his

financial liberality and about Mlie. Ma-
rana, whom he alternately abused and |
praised, and between whom and Beatrix
he seemed anxious to bring abeut an in-
terview. Beatrix was willing, even'
desirous, that the interview should take
place; but nothing of the sort happened, I
snd the inference was that Mile. Marana |
must have declined.

Altogether the evening fell ominously. |
Dut as Beatrix drove to the theatre in a
covered sleigh a kind of calmness, almost
happiness, came over Ler. These regular
meetings with her audiences had grown
to be an indescribable resonrce and sugp-

| port to her., They enabled her to throw

aside herself and her affairs; to appesl
from the narrow and interested circle of

Stmply caught Beatriz tn his arms end
Efssed her.

ber private friends and enemies to the
vast, impersonal, careless, good humored
world of the public, who loved and ap-
piauded her artistic self, and knew and
cared nothing about her real thoughts
and existence. How would it be when
this resource no longer remained to her?
She put that guestion aside, and the por-
ter at the stage entrance, who attached
great importance to tho emile of greet-
ing he received each evening from the
diva, reported on this occasion that the
dear lady had seemed to be in especially
good spirits. Moreover she had slipped
into his hand a snuff box (he was a Han-
overian and took snuff) containing, not
snnff, but a $50 bank note.

A few hours before the theatre opened
Wallie Dinsmore had met Geoffrey Bel-
lingham in that general rendezvous of
American celebrities the corridor of the
Fifth Avenue hotel.

“T've been looking for yonr for the last
twenty-four hours,” be said, *‘but this is
the last place I expected to see yor in.”

“Maybe that’s why I'm here,” respond-
ed Geoffrey laconically.

“] wanted you to dine with me yester-
day.”

“] went to Delmonico's.”

“Kurope has demoralized you.”

“Perbaps. ! saw Hamilton Jocelyn
there, and Inigo. That fellow’s a scoun-
drel.”

u]‘_nigo?'

“Jocelyn. Do you know what he has
been deing® They had both of them
been drinking and it leaked out. He
has been defrauding Miss Randolph of a
part of her salarv—about twenty-five or
thirty thousand dollars.”™

“Then the agreement was for four
thousand?”

“Inigo paid that to Jocelyn for her.
Jocelyn kept back part. It seemz to
have been a sort of arrangement between
Jocelyn and Inigo—I imagine Imigo al-
lowed it to keep Jocelyn quiet. It wasa
rascally transaction, as I told them: the
fellow ought to be locked up. Ile's not
to be found today, and I expect he's
cleared out.”

“Very likely. That Mme. Bemax
seems to have had something against
him, too. Butif this new Marana can
only be nacified I shall be content to let
the rest go. Of course you will be at
the opera to-night?”

"NO.“

“That's absurd! You must come.”

“No; why should > You have chosen
to suppose that there was something be-
tween Miss Randolph and me. I never
cared to undeceive you—it would have
been giving the affair too much impor-
tance. But, whatever there might have
been, there is eortainly nothing now,
nor ever will be.”

“If I vwas Czceived éhen I don't see
why you refuse to come to-night.”

] simply don't care to,” suid Belling-
ham abruptly.

Wallie logked at him, and decided that
the wisest course would be not to press
him eny further. They parted, and Bel-
lingham went to his rooms, lit a lamp,
and sat himself down to read. Bat
when the hour for the performeance ap-
proached he closed the book, dreascd
himself, and drove to the theatre. He
could not resist this impulse. When he
ardved the overture was just conclod-
ing. I shall not be able to get a place,”
he said to himself; *it is just as well.”
But when he presented himseif at the
ticket office the clerk, who recognized
him, remarked with a smile, **Just ono
seat vacant, Mr. Bellingham, and that
is the one you umsed to occupy tho first
of the season: will you have it It
seecmed like mamnifest destiny. *All
right,” said Bellingham. He took the
ticket, entercd the house, and sat down.
As he did so the curtain rose.

The interval between this night and
the vne on which he had lest been here
enabled him to draw a comparison be-
tween the Gretchen of the debut and
this of the farewell. There was a senti-
mentzal feshing perceptible among the
audience. The American people are fond
of sentiment, when managed dramati-
cally: and this, no doubt, had its eifect
on the singer, and warmed and sweet-
ened the music of her voice. But, snch
accidents aside, it was evidemt that
she had improved. though precisely in
what respect Bellingham would have
found it difficult to say. Her manner
was less exuberant, more concise and
true. She had learned her power and
her resources, and usesd them with fall
confidence and art. '

In her singing, moreover, could be dis-
cerncd not tho music mcrely. but the
human character whicih the poet por-
trayed. When she was on the stage it
was difficalt to realize the separate ex-
istence of anything else; wherever she
stood she was the center and reason of
the scena. Every gesture and move-
ment was an enlightenment and a grati-
fication. She was always where she be-
longed. Each thing she did so nicely
fitted the occasion that the spectator
fancied he had known beforehand that
it would so be done. *‘This is what she
was born for,” said Bellingham to him-
self with gloomy frankness. *I should
only have been in the way. I'm glad 1]
came here, if only to have made suze of
that. Such & woman should no more be
monopolized and caged in domesticity
than a waterfall or a strain of music.
The mischicf of it is that I did not rec
nige the fact before.™

As he sat absorbe:d in her, and happy
in spite of his unhappiness, he noticed
that she carried in her girdle a bunch of
marzguerites. The discovery gave him a
gradnal start, so to say; he became only
slowly aware how much it surprised and
affected him. He had always provided
her with a banch of shem, whenever she
sang in “Faust,” from the first day on-

ward: often not without difficulty, for
daisies do not grow in northern meadows
all the year round. Had she, during his
absence, been procuring them for h('r-i
self, or was this the first occasion of her :
wearing them since he went away? The

tresses become accustomed to little par-
ticulars of the totlet, and are not at case
without thems. Nevertheless Belling-
ham could not bamish the netion that
the iatter alternative might be the true
one. Did be believe it heczuse he
wished it?> \Why should he wisk it? It
was useless to torment himself with such
questions.

In matters appertaining to Miss Ran-
dolph he seemed to be swayed by an in-
fluence, a fate, an attraction, almost in-
dependent of his own will and reason.
What conld be more nnreasonable than
to suppose that this bunch of marguerites
was a secret siznal to him to come to
her, to spezk with her, to be once more
all that he bad been to her—and more’
Had not that interview in last evening's
snow storm 1t 2n end to all such an-
tictpations? Bul, agaln, was this the
same woman who had vanished from
bim in the brs on that occasion? With
so muoch dfference in her surround-
ings was there nonein her? Well, she
had betrayed no cousciousness of his
presence to-night. They had exchanged
no glance, as sometimes in the former
days. After it was said and done, how-
ever, Bellingham knew that he should
find himself belrind the scemes, face to
faco with her, before the nighi was
OVer.

Inigo, by what he considered = bold
stroke of statesmanship, had placed one
of the stage boxes at the disposal of
Mlle. Marana, known as Mrs. Peters
“If she means to make a row,” he ar-
gued, “treating her gentlemanly won't
make it worse, and it may just tone her
down a little.” But, whatever the lady
may have thought of the compliment.
she omitted to avail herself of the box.
When the curtain resc she had not ar
rived, and the box remained esnpty all
the evening. This was of evil omeon to
the peace and friendly fecling which
Gen. Inigo was so solicitous to insure.
Be resorted frequently to the bar.
though with no good effect on his anx-
iety.

“Now, what the blazes can she be ur
o, i be frequently asked himself and
the elder Randolph, as the hours passed
away. He seemed to think she was
quite capable of coming into the house
with a Nihilist bomb, by way of ex
pressing her dissatisfaction. As for Ed
he knew as little about her as any one
else, though he had learned, before com-
ing down to the theatre. that she was
not in her rooms at the hotel. She had

goneout, b ' had not leit word where
she was . g.
The .nce seemed determined on

this nighv to surpass all previons demon-
strations of enthusiasm. A cynic might
have said that they had set their hearts
on reading in the next worning's papers
that the applause and floral tribates
which greeted the great singer on the
eve of her from our shores
were such as to outdo anything hitherto
experienced. The popular favorite was
summoned innumerable times before the
curtain, and at the conclusion of the
performance— But before the conclu-
sion of the performance some events bap-
pened which did not appear in the pa-
pers, but which it will be necessary to
relate.

As the curtain descended upon the last
act bat onc (Gen. Imizo, who was in the
side scenes, received a card, which
seemed to have upon him an effect as of
a strong charge of electricity. He ran
precipitately to the private door com-
municating between the house and the
stage, whers a lady was standing much
muffled up. She-wore a black dress and
cloak, and her head and shoulders were
enveloped in a white lace shawl She
let this fall open as Inigo approached.
and disclosed the features of Vers Mu-
rana. Sho laughed good naturedly, and
gave him her hand, which he covered
with kisses, while his eyes devoured her
with astonishment and interrogation.

“Well, M. Moses,” said she, **what
are you so affectionate for? Have you
pardoned me?"

“Pardoned! Ah! diva! By Jupiier:
Did you jost come?”

I was here from the first, but not in
the box—uo; oue cannot hear there.
was away among the common ones. It
was necessary I should know what she
could do—this young lady—this other
sed! Well, mon ami, you may compose
yourself. [ huvebeard ber,r I wish
to ece her—speak to her. Canduct me
where she i3and then leaveouns. Isamy
one with her?”

“QOnly her brother. Shall I"—

~Bien, bien! Lead oa, mon vieux, !
am in a horry.”

When he had brought her to the door
of Beatriz's roomn sho made himn depart.
and then knocked st the door. [f was
opened by Ed.  She made bim a gesture
at once of greeting and of silence, and
advauced into the room, which was
filled with flowers. Besatris was reclin-
ine on her sofa with a sad and abstracted
expression; but as she raised bher eyes
and met thoso of her visitor she sat
erect, and the next moment rose to her
feet. *You are—Marana!” she said in
an inward tone. The two women gazed
intently at each other, and there was si-
lence for several seconds. At last the
visitor said: *“I bhad thouzbt I was Ma-
rana until now. But now, maderoiselle.
the rame is yours by the right that you
have made it mnore honorable.”

«Oh, no—no!" the other murmured.

“Yes, yes, yes!" said Marana, with a
smile, which, however, was gquickly lost
in the gravity of her reigning espres-
sion. *You have surprised me,” she
continued, after a pause; I did not
mean to forgive you! I wasangry. But
your voice has called my heart out of
my bosom. There is no one whc can
sinz like yon—ao one—not even I!™

The tone in which these words were
uttered—dignified, but profoundiy pa
thetic, as of a great queea discrowning
herself—touched Beatrix to the soul and
her cyes filled with tears. She shook
her head, bat she could not speak. After
all there was a ravishing sweetness in
this praise, coming from the cno source
in the world which thore could be nc
gainsaying.

»You two ought to pull in a team,”
put in Ed. **No theatre standing would
hold the audiences that would come to
hear you sing together!”

Marana made a gesture of negation
with her head. *There shall never be
but one Marana,” she said proudly, *‘and
she shall be the greatest singer in the
world! Duhold her! she added. with a
move:nent of her eves toward Beatrix
A3 for me, I sing no more! I have been
your audience, mademoiselle: 1 will
never azcin have an audience of my
owin!”

*Do not say it—you break my beart!”
cried Beatrix; and she glided forward,
and took the Russian impetuoasly in her
arms. “Tell her, Ed.” she suid. balf
twrning to appeal to him, but not letting
Marana go. “Itis I who shall singno
more: I did it only to help wy fatherand
him. This i3 the last nizht. I you care
for hitn do not punish his sister. Be
vourself agzain. and beiny sister, tool”

Muarana drew her head buck, and
gazed for a moment into the others
cyes. Then she Jissed her gravely on

“You believe, then, that b really love
your brother?” she said.

“Yes, indeed! How could you help
17" exclaimed Bectrix warmly.

‘“*And you, monsieur, what have yon
$o-8ay?” continued the other, Jetting her
eyes rest mpon: him with a certain veiled
intensity, the lids half drooped. *Are
you aiso of epinion thut you are =m0t in-
different to-me?’

It would take 3 cleverer exar than §
am tosee through you, Vera," returned
the young gentleman naively; *“‘but k
don’t belicve that ¥ could be loving you
so much-as I do if yoo didn't love ms
back."

~But world you marry me, even™

“¥d’s face flushed and hiseyes spark-
led *“Haven’t [ shown that I would””
he demanded between bis-teeth. ~“Don’t
meake game of me, Vera, unless youimean
to be kind afterward!”

Shs etood looking =t him, her head s
little bent to the keft, ber agms Banging
down on both sides of ber gracetui fig-
we. *I mean to be kind to you, my
dear,” she said finaily in a low tome:
*more kind than you weuld think if yos
?:ncw what I have sometimes been in my
diw” >

“Ed, I sm so gled,” whispered Bes-
trix {0 him in the little pause that fol-
lowed, but the whisper was tremulous,
for a sense of her own forlorness must
needs insinnate itself. °“You won't for-
get me. will you’—because I love yow
$00.” she added.

But Ed, who was familizr with the ex-
pressions o Marana’s face, wore ab
anxicus contraction on his forehead: he
drew in kis lips and held his breath

“I had giver wp expecting love when
I met you,” she continued, her bosom
visibly rising and falling =1 am nct
going to spoil it, now that it bas come.
For that, also, y¢ may thank
your sister. She . made me feel that
it i3 good to be generous. You have
never known me. I showed you only
the best: it was true, but it was not all,
If I were your wife you would have to
know all. I should not mind for myself,
but I should not like you to learn that
love is less lovely than it seems now—at
Seas$ not from me. Yesterday you might
have married me, but today—no! My
memory will be pleasanter to you than I
shoukd be after a whilee We will say
goud-by.” She put out her deft hand to-
ward him apd smiled. **Good-by!”

He covered his eyes with the back of
his hand. “Ican't bearit!" he seidina
broken voice.

Marana's inscrutable face quivered for
a imoment: she seemed to waver; she
swayed slightly towsrd him 28 she stood:
ber lips parted anG her eyes shone. Bat
then, with a deep breath, she regained
ber self command. She looked at Be-
atrix, as much as to say, “You must
comfort him.” Then she turned, witha
sweep of her black dress, moved to the
door and opened it Bellingham and
Wallie Dinsmore were just approaching.

“You are late, messtenrs,” exclaimed
Maranz in a gay tone. I have been of-
fering my homage:”

Wallie looked from ore to the other of
the thres, quietly observant. Ed, with
kis face averted, was patting on his over-
coat and hat; he then pulled the brim of
the latter over his eyes and went hastily
out, locoking neither to the right nor left.
Beatrix, with one hand resting on the
msrble dressing table, and her eyes widé
open, stood in a sort of trance. She had
not yet seen Bellingham. Wallie offered
Marans his arm.

“Since you are golng, diva,” he said,
“*permit me to escort you. Yon mrisun-
derstood me yesterduy morning. What-
ever homage I have to offer shall be patd

to yon.”

éeﬂiughum. thus sbandoued to his
own guidance, strode up to Beatrix, who
attered a cry; it seemed to her asif he
tad suddenly started up out of the floor.
it had been his purpose to make a final
appeal to her, and no doubt his words
would have been eloquent and moving,
and possibly they might have gained
him his objeet, though he would have
had to contend against the imcompre-
hensible doulks, hesitations, perversity
and pride of s woman who loves, and
inows that che is lovad, and yet draws
back for the exke of something—heaven
knows what. Bat, as it happened, not
syilable of Bellingham's appeal was ever
attered, for before be could open bis
lips to begin the bell rang which coo-
voyed the order for the cartain to-rise-on
the last act. 8o he, perceiving that thewe
was no time to lose, simply canght Bea-
trix in his arms, met her eyes foren
instant, and kissed her. After that it
was too late for her to draw back, even
had she wished to. She went to tako
her part on the stage, but sho left &
marguerite in Bellingham’s hand.

Such is the private history of that
memorable last night, the other detaily
of which have becn sufficiently described
1n the journals of the period. Mrs. Pe-
ters is understood to have sailed for
Europe a day or twoe later.  Jocelyn dis-
appeared, leaving unsavory traces be-
hind him. Mr. Randolph, senior, re-
turned to his place up the Hudson,where
he is occasionally visited by his married
daughter. E1 enterad the office of the
latter's husband in the capacity of clerk,
and is doing well. As for Mlle. Marana,
the famous prima donna, she bhas van-
ished as utterly as if she had never had
any existence.

There are twe or three persons in New
York who are believed to know some-
thing about her; there are perhaps a
dozen who know enough to look wise
when the matter is broached in their
presence: there are a hucndred or two
who have heard a report to the effect
that there were some facts connected
with her engagement in this city which
have never bzen fully explained, but the
great tnass of the public have never been
at the pains to entertain any misgivings
on the subject. They content them-
selves with looking forward to the time
when that most faithful and enter-
prising of impresarios Gen. Inigo shall
once more bring out at his new opera
house the great Marana. :

THE END.

A Little Girl’s ¥xperience In A Ligh'e

house.

Mr and Mre. Loren Prescott are keerers of
the Gov Ligi thous- at Send B:ach, Mich., and
are blessed with a daughter, four years old.
Tloist April she wae taken down with Mearles,
tollowed with a dreadfal Courh and tnrning
inta a Fever. [loctors at home and at Detro’t
treated her. bat in vain, she grew warse repid-
1v. until she wie 2 mere “hancful of hones”—
Then she tried Dr King's New Discovery and
a‘ter the usc of tno and a B If buttles, wWns
completely cured. They say Dr. King's New
Discovery iz worth its weicht in goli. yet yo1
may getn trial butide free at J. F. W. De-
Lorme’s Drugstore 8
——— + i B s AT R—

DR, ACEER’S ENGLISH PILLS

Are active, +flective and pure. For sirk
headsache, disordered stomach, losa of appetite,
b-d complexien and biliousncsx they have
never heen cqnil d. eitherin America o7 abroad.
Sold by Dr J. F. W. Del.orms. 2

————— .l —
DO NOT ~UFFER ANY LONGER.

Knawing shat a congh can be chrked in &
dav. and the first siaves of consuddplion brok-n
in a week. we herehy vuarantee: Dr. Acker’s
English Conzh Remedy, and wili v fand the
mouney to u}l who buy. take it as per directi-My,
and Jdo pot fiud vur giaiewent cvrrest. 1



